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M. DCC. xc. 


U CH hath been faid, and much written, 
reſpecting the authenticity of Mary's 

letters to Bothwell. The guilt or innocence of 
the Queen's character was, in a great meaſure, 
involved in the queſtion: and different opinions 


and arguments were conſequently ſupported by 
different parties. | 


It ſeems, however, now to be agreed on all 


hands, that there is no real foundation, even 
upon the ſuppoſition moſt unfavourable to Mary, 
for the charge brought againſt her, of being ac- 
ceſſary to the King's murder: © or even of 
* having previouſly given her, conſent to his 
A3 death.“ 

* 


121 
ce death.” Her paſſion for Bothwell, if ſuch a 
paſſion ever exiſted in her mind, can never, in- 
deed, be defended on the grounds of moral rec- 
titude, or common juſtice : but its atrociouſneſs 
will be highly extenuated, when the inſolence 
and ingratitude of Lord Darnley are taken into 
the account. He had repaid her tenderneſs 
with negle& and inſult; violated the marriage 
vow: and carried that power which, in the mo- 
ment of weakneſs and credulity, ſne fondly be- 
ſtowed upon him, to the moſt dangerous ex- 
tremes. He had even formed plots and con- 
ſpiracies againſt her perſon and government: 
and his whole conduct towards her, was that of 
a tyrant, and a ruffian. 
[4 

Mary's heart was the heart of ſenſibility. She 
felt the inſults that were offered her, and too 
raſhly determined to revenge them. She felt 
too that ſhe was a ſovereign ; and unhappily 
the prejudices ſhe had imbibed in the court of 
France, where ſhe was educated, did not at all 
ſerve to leſſen her ideas of princely power and 
dignity, But, though reſolved on revenge, ſhe 


was, 


b 1 1] 
was, as yet, undetermined as to the meaſures 
that were to be taken, in order to complete her 
purpoſe. Her firſt ſtep was to deprive him of 
that power which he had ſo groſsly abuſed: and 
to remove him from her perſon and court. 


Darnley appears to have felt the whole force 
of this indignity: for we find the tyrant, ſoon 
afterwards, ſunk into the moſt abject of flat- 
terers: ſoliciting to be reſtored: to his former 
honours, and admitted to the Queen's bed. 


But Mary ftill kept him at a diſtance. She 
was in the bloom of youth, amiable, accom- 
plimed, captivating ; and allowed to be the 
moſt beautiful woman of the age. Every wo- 
man who'is handſome knows the power of her 
charms ; but every woman cannot handle theſe 
formidable weapons with equal dexterity. The 
Queen of Scots, however, was well ſkilled in 
the ſcience of offence. Conſcious of her ſtrength, 
ſhe took the field againſt Darnley, and began to 
play off her ſkilful manceuvres. The cuſtom 
of the age did not prohibit men from viſiting 
| A 4 the 
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the private apartments of the ladies. The 
Queen gave ſplendid ſuppers, and entertain- 
ments to the nobility, in her bed· chamber. She 
ſelected her favourites, and made uſe of every 
ſtlratagem, to fire the mind of Darnley with rage 
and indignation. | 


It was about this time that Lord Bothwell 
came to court. That Mary, from the firſt mo- 
ment ſhe ſaw him, conceived a deſign of puniſh- 
ing Darnley with the infringement of thoſe 
vows which he had himſelf violated, has been 
ſtrenuouſly aſſerted by one party, and as ſtrenu- 
; ouſly denied by the other. The truth ſeems to 
be, that her pride and * dignity only were 
wounded : and that her ſole object was reſent- 
ment. She meant to diſturb, to haraſs, and 
perplex him: 5. 0 ſpeak daggers, but uſe 
11 none.“ 


A EE * ingenious writer, in his vindication 
of Mary, has maintained that, far from being 


Mr. Whitaker. 
I deſperately 
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Fe deſperately in love with Bothwell, ſhe abſo- 


lutely deſpiſed him. If this aſſertion be true, 


« jt may be aſked, what becomes of the Sonnet, 
« which is addreſſed by the Queen to Bothwell, 
« and written in the moſt glowing colours? It 
ce js, of courſe, a fabricaticn.” —The Tranſlator 
candidly acknowledges, that he has himſelf but 
little "doubt of its being a forgery. But that it 
is an elegant forgery, he believes will not 
be denied. Mr. Whitaker confidently aſcribes 


it to Buchanan; and aſſerts, that it was mani- 


feſtly compoſed with an intention of corroborat- 
| ing Mary's ſuppoſed letters. On the contrary, 
Hume and Robertſon; with moſt of the hiſto 
rians that went before them, are clearly of opi- 
nion, that it was compoſed by the Queen, and 
written with her own hand. It is not for the 
Tranſlator to determine a queſtion which has 
already been ſo ably diſcuſſed: and which ap- 
pears ſtill to be involved in ſome degree of 
| darkneſs. Whether the Sonnet be genuine or 
fabricated, whether it was written by Buchanan 
or the Queen of Scotland, its merit as a compo- 
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ſition is the ſame. It is the buſineſs of the 
Tranſlator to clothe it in an Engliſh dreſs;— 
The Reader will exerciſe his own judgment re- 
ſpecting its authenticity. The Sonnet is given 
as it was found in Anderſon's Collection of State 
Papers. The preſent tranſlation is far from 
literal : as it has been attempted to dreſs Mary's 
ſentiments, or rather the ſentiments imputed to 


Mary, in ſuch language as ſhe herſelf might 


be ſuppoſed to make uſe of, were ſhe now 
living. | 


The moſt ſuſpicious circumſtance againſt the 
Queen, and which indeed tends. to give both 
the Letters and Sonnets an air of probability, 
is her marrying Bothwell within a few. days after 
the King's murder. But * © Mr, Whitaker 
« makes it appear, that Mary, on her return 
re from Stirling to Edinburgh, was ſurpriſed by 
ct Bothwell when ſhe little expected it (though 
ky perhaps ſhe was the only perſon of conſe- 
« quence there, to whom the plot was. not 
« either known, or by whom it was not, in ſome 


Monthly Review. 


ce meaſure, 
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« meaſure, ſuſpected) — and hurried away by 
<« him to the Caſtle of Dunbar. That zbere ſhe. 
« was locked up by him, for many days, a cloſe 
ce priſoner, without acceſs to any - perſon in 
« whom ſhe could confide.—That it was then, 
ce for the firſt time, that he dared to addreſs her 
ce as a lover. That ſhe ſpurned at him with 
« contempt, and rejected his propoſal with the 
« indignation which it deſerved. —That he till 
« importuned her with unabating eagerneſs, and 
« to forward his ſuit, he then ſhewed her the 
cc bond he had obtained, recommending himſelf 
ce for her huſband, and ſubſcribed by many of 
ce the principal nobility in the kingdom. That 
e though this convinced her that ſhe was be- 
cc trayed, and abandoned, it produced no 
ce other effect than indignant and unavailing 
tc tears. That in counterfeiting deſpairing love, 
te he threatened to take away his own life, and 
« actually wounded himſelf, to excite her com- 
e paſſion, But neither did this, nor any other 


* means which he could deviſe, induce this 


« high-minded princeſs to lend a patient ear to 


c his ſuit,—At laſt, goaded on by thoſe ambi- 


cc tious 


L vii ] 


& tous hopes, that his falſe affociates had ex- 
tt cited in his boſom, he had recourſe to his laſt 


* device. Sleepy draughts, not love potions, were 


« adminiſtered: and while ſhe remained in a 
« ſtate of inſenſibility, he brutally triumphed 
« gyer' her weakneſs, and abuſed the honour of 
his ſovercign It was only then—after ſhe 
ce was degraded to the loweſt ſtate of abaſe- 
ment —aſter ſhe ſaw herſelf deſerted by all 
« her ſubjects, the ſlave of a man who over- 
ec awed, as ſhe thought, the whole nation, that 


| « her mind began to fail, —and that at laft ſhe 


« was forced to agree to elevate to the dignity 
te of 4 huſband, that man whom her ſubjects en- 
« joined her to accept, but whom ſhe herſelf de- 
cc teſted. - So long as ſhe had reaſon to believe, 
te from the appearances of things that fell under 
ce her own obſervation, that the nation at large 
cc was attached to Bothwell, and concurred in 
« opinion with the nobility who had recom- 


e mended him for a huſband, ſhe was forced to 


« acquieſce : but no ſooner did an armed force 


« appear in the field, under the avowed pretext 
« of vindicating her cauſe againſt him, than ſhe 


« cheerfully 
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ce cheerfully abandoned him, and joined with 
ce thoſe who ſhe fondly believed had a feeling 
ce ſenſe of the injuries ſhe had ſuffered, and a 


ce deſire to promote the real welfare of her 
ce ſubjects.” 


In ſhort, whatever was Mary's real character, 
whether ſhe was the moſt abandoned and profli- 
gate, or the moſt innocent and virtuous of wo- 
men, 1t appears that Elizabeth was determined, 
at all events, to accompliſh the deſtruction of 
her more beautiful rival. Many of the charges 
which ſhe brought againſt her were weak and 
futile, and others openly flagitious : nor can it 
any longer be doubted, neither need it be con- 
cealed, that the whole tenor of her conduct to- 
wards the unfortunate Mary was treacherous, 

perſecuting, and abominable. 
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NSTRUCT me Heaven !—What language 
ſhall I find, - 
To prove the ſtate of this diſorder'd mind; 
Where hopes and fears in quick ſucceſſion move, 
Where Bothwell reigns, and every ſenſe is love. 
Lord of my heart, yet author of my ſhame, 
For him I've quitted honours, friends, and fame: 


O Dieux, ayez de moi compaſſion, 

Et menſeignez quelle prouve certain 

Fe puis donner, qui ne lui ſemble vain, 

De mon amour, et ferme affettion. 
Las! weſt il pas ja en poſſeſſion 

Du corps, du ceur, qui ne refuſe paine, 


Ny deſhonneur, en la vie incertaine, 


Offenſe de parentz, ne pire affliftiou ? 


(127. 
And, doom'd the wounds of conſcience {till to bear, 
Shar'd every torment that the guilty ſhare. 
For Bothwell's fate I draw this vital breath ; 
For Bothwell's fake I'd cloſe theſe eyes in death: 


What further proofs of weakneſs can I dare? 
Have I not given my kingdom to his care ?— 
- My child, my people, honour, life, and ſoul, 
All, all are ſubjected to his controul ! 


Pour luy, tous mes amis ceftime moins que rien, 
Fay hazards pour luy et nom et concience: 
Je veux pour luy au monde renoncer; 


Je veux mourir pour luy avancer. 


Due reſte il plus pour prouver ma conflance ? 
Entre ſes mains, et en ſon plein pouvoir, 
Je metz mon filz, mon honneur, et ma vie, 
Mon pais, mes ſuljectæ, mon ame alſuljectiè, 


> W-1 
The ſame our int'reſts, pleaſures, and deſires, 
No will but his my faithful boſom fires, 
That guide I'll follow ſtill, though till miſled, 
Till envy ſend ſwift ruin on my head. 
Let ſtorms ariſe, let horrid whirlwinds roar, 
And daſh the veſſel of the ſtate aſhore ; 
I'll view the wreck, unconquer'd by alarms, | 
And ſeek a ſaſe aſylum in his ams. ; 


EB tout à luy, et way autre voiloir | 
Pour non object, que ſans le decevoir, 4 
Suivre je veux malgr? toute Penvie 
Que de ma foy, luy faire appercevoir, 

Que pour tempeſte ou Bonnace qui face, 
Jamais ne veux changer demeure ou place. | "IM 
Brief je ferray de ma foy telle prenve } 
Qu il cognoiſtra, ſans fainte, ma conſtance. 
* 
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Such proofs of conſtancy ſhall ſhew that arr 

Neꝰ er found a treach'rous dwelling in my heart. 

Unlike the * fair who wins his envied ſmiles, 

With ſighs, and ſoft complaints, and woman's wiles. 
She loves through int'reft, and the world approves; 

How diff” rent her reward who truly loves! 

But is ſhe not his wife ?—Heaven doom'd it fo :— 


F : . . q k N 
10 Ah! fatal ſource, whence all my ſorrows flow! 
J 
0 . Non par mes pleurs, ou fainte obeyſſance, | 
1 Comme autres ont fait, mais par divers eſpreuve. 
| Elle pour ſon henneur vous doibt obeyſſance, - 
38 Moy, vous obeyſſant j'en pitis recevoir blaſme, 
| Meſtant, a mon regret, comme elle votre femme. 
} G * Lady Jane Gordon, the Earl of Huntley's ſiſter, 
| 
$ 
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And, like à wife, ſhe plays a ſordid game, 
Self-will'd, and careleſs of her huſband's fame. 
What diff rence twixt the lover, and the friend 
His dire misfortunes, that my boſom rend, 
That teach theſe ſtreaming tears my griefs to ſpeak, 
And ſend the fluſh of terror o'er my cheek, 
With ſtoic eaſe, and apathy ſhe bears. 
She's all indifference, and I all fears. 


E.: , n aura pourtant en ce point pre-eminence j= 
Pour ſon profit elle uſe de conſtance, 
Car ct weft peu d'bonneur d'etre de voz biens dame. 
Et moy pour vous aymer, j en puis recevoir blaſme, 
Et ne luy veux ceder en toute Pobſervance, | 
Elle de votre mal na Papprebenſion, 
May, je way nul repos tant je crains Papparence.” 
B 2 


„ | 
Her parents' threats, dear lord, firſt made her thine: 
I love, and till will love, in ſpite of mine. 


Through your alliance is her houſe reſtor'd 
To grandeur; and herſelf well nigh ador'd. 
Plac'd in the ſunſhine of a court, ſhe grew 
In honours that her fathers never knew. 
Of theſe yourſelf conferr'd the envied part = 
She ſhar'd a kingdom when ſhe gain'd your heart. 


Par Paduis des parents elle eut voſire accointance 
Moy malgre tous les miens vous porte affettion : 
Et de ſa loyaute prenez ferme aſſurance. 


Par Vous, mon cæur et par voſtre alliance, 
Elle a remis ſa maiſon en honneur : 
Elle a jouy par vous la grandeur | Þ 
Dont tous les fiens nayent nul aſſurance. 


De vous, mon bien, elle a eu la conſtance, 


Et a gaign? pour un temps voſtre ceur. 


| COST 1 

One worthleſs lover, who alone could fire 
Her icy boſom into warm deſire, 
Was all ſhe barter'd for thoſe manly charms, 
That won her Queen, and ſet her ſex at arms, 
Fool! not to dote, with exquiſite delight, 
On him who, firſt in valour, fame, and might, 
Senſe, virtue, bounty, all that's good and wiſe, 
No rival knows beneath the boundleſs ſkies, 


Par vous elle a eu plaiffir en bon heur, 
Et pour vous a receu honneur et reverence, 
Et n'a perdu, ſinon la jouyſſance' - 

D'un faſcheux ſot, quelle aymoit cherement. 
Je la plains de naymer donc ardamment 
Celui qui n, en ſens, ny en vaillance, 
En beaut?, en bonte, ny en conſtance 
Point de ſeconde : Je vis en ceſte foy. 

| B 3 | 
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When firſt you deign'd to worſhip at her ſhrine, 
Reluctantly her faithleſs vows met thine, 
A gloomy ſadneſs hung upon her brows, 
Her breaſt was chill'd with everlaſting ſnows, 
A ſlattern,, heedleſs of each female grace, 
She joyleſs ſink within your warm embrace. ; 
Yet void of elegance, and every art; > 
She reign'd a very tyrant o'er your heart. 


Quant vous Paimiez elle uſoit de froideur, 
Sy vous ſouffriez pour amour paſſion, 
Qui vient d'aymer de trop d aſſection, 

Son doig montroit la triſteſſe de caur : 
Nayant plaifir ne voſtre grand ardeur 
En ſes babitz monſtroit, ſans fiftion, 
Quelle navoit paour, qu imperfefiion 
Peuſt Pefſacer hors de ce loyal caur, 


'T=.1 
No terrors in your abſence, no fond fears, | 
That reckon © hours for months, and days for 


eee e tek ae 
No gentleneſs ſhe knew, —her ſoul unſtor'd 2 
With tender paſſions, worthy ſuch a lord. | 
From you her fortune ſprang, yet ſtill ingrate, | | 
She gave no recompenſe, but pride and hate, 
At length, deſerted, ſhe begins to melt ; 
And feigns thoſe ardours which ſhe never felt. 


De votre mort je ne vis la peaur 
Due meritoit tel mary et ſeigneur. 


Somme de vous elle a eu tout ſon bien, 


Et wa priſe ny jamais eſtimè 
Un fi grand heur, fi non puis qu'il weſt fien, 
Et maintenant dit Pavoir tant aymt̃. 
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Too late her error, with deſpair, ſhe ſees :— 
Stripp'd of her charms, in vain ſhe {ſtrives to pleaſe, 
And yet her letters, with falſe vows replete, 
Empaſſion'd murmurings, and phraſes meet, 
And varniſh'd tales, and ſentimental ſtrains, 
The idle offspring of ſome poet's brains, 

She writes, and publiſhes to all the town; 
While Bothwell calls the fond complaints her own, 


Et maintenant elle commence q voir 
Quelle eſtoit bien de mauvais jugement, 
| De neftimer Pamour d'un tel amant ; 
Et voudroit bien mon ami decevoir, 5 
Par les eſcriptz tout fardez de ſcavoir, 
Qui pourtant n'eſt en ſon eſprit croiſſant 
Ains empruntt de quelque autbeur eluiſſant, 
A faint tres bien un envoy ſans I avoir. 


Ca) - 
Her bot row'd eloquence, diſſembled fears, 
Loud plaints, deluding ſighs, and trickling tears, 
With more ſincerity, he thinks, are given, 
Than all the oaths, I ſwore to him, and Heaven, 
In ſuch aſſurances he dares confide, 
Yet doubts my conſtancy, fo often tried! 
O! my ſole happineſs, my only lord ! 
How ſhall I ratify my plighted word ? 


Et toutes fois ſes parolles fardez, 

Ses pleurs, ſes plaincts, remplis de fitions, 

Et ſes bautz cris et lamentations, 

Ont tant gaign? qui par vous ſont gardex, 
Ses lettres eſcriptes auſquels vous donnez foi, 
Et fi Paymez, et croyez plus que moi. | 
Vous la croyez, las! trop je Fappercoy, 4 
Et vous doutes de ma ferme conſtance, 

O ! mon ſeul bien, et mon ſeul eſperance, 

Et ne vous puis aſſeurer de ma foy ! 


. 22 J 
While you ſuſpect your Queen inclin'd to rove, | 
A very woman in the arts of love: 
And deem her words, her yows, more light ha 
wind, i | 
That ſwifily flies, and leaves no track behind. 
Mere wax her heart, that, melted by deſire, 
Takes new impreſſions, as new forms inſpire. 
Still, ſtill you think me fickle, light, and vain, | 
And ſtill your cruelty augments my pain 


Vous m' eftimez legier qui le voy, 
Et fi n' avez, en moy nul aſſeurance z 
Et \ſoupconnez mon cæur ſans apparence, 
Vous deffiant à trap grand tort de moy. 
Vous ignorez Þamaur. que je vous porte, 
Vous ſoupſonnez qu autre amour me tranſporte, 
Vous eftimez mes parolles du vent, 
Vous depeignez de cire mon, las ! ceur, 
Vous me penſeæ femme ſans jugement ; 
Et tout cela augmente mon ardeur. 


— 


1 
My flame encreaſes, and will yet encreaſe, 
Till my ſenſe fail, and life itſelf ſhall ceaſe, 
Approv'd by thee, my only friend and guide, 
By ſure experience ſhall that flame be tried. 


For thee, the ills of royalty I'll bear 
Its ſweets, its bleſſings only, thou ſhalt ſhare! 
No pleaſures will I tafte when thou'rt away, 
Except the heart-felt pleaſure to obey. 


Mon amour croiſt, et plus en plus croiſtra, 
Tant que je vivrai, et tiendray à grand beur, 


Tant ſeulement d avoir part en ce caur, 
Vers qui enſin mon amour paroiſtra, 


S tres d clair que jamais nen doutra, 


Pour lui je veux rechercher Ia grandeur, | 
Et feray tant qu'en vray cegnaſtra, 
Due je nay bien heur, ne contentement, 
Qua Pobeyir, et ſervir loyaument. 


| 
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For thee my health which, ſapp'd by grief, decays, 
I'll guard with care, and look for better days. 
For thee I'll ſcorn all obloquy, all blame, 
Unchang'd by fortune, unſubdu'd by ſhame. 


What griefs I ſuffer'd, and what tears I ſhed ! 
When firſt you reign'd the partner of my bed! 
Lou triumph d then through treachery and art, 
Nor yet had gain d dominion o'er my heart. 


Pour luy j attendz toute bonne fortune, 
Pour Iuy je veux garder fant? ek vie, | 
Pour luy tout vertu de ſuyure j ay envie, . 

Et fans changer me trouvera toute une, 


Pour luy auſſi je jette mainte J armes, 
Premier quand il ſe fit de ce corps poſſeſſeur, 
Duguel alors il. Wavoit pas le caur. 


1 1 


But when, ambitious of your Queen's applauſe, 

You bled to juſtify her drooping cauſe: 

Your ghaſtly form, well nigh a lifeleſs corſe, 

1 view'd with anxious dread, and fond remorſe. 

E'er ſince I've ſcorn'd the grandeur of a throne, 

Deſpis'd-all pomp, and liv'd for you alone. | 

Riſqu'd fame and conſcience, quitted parents, 
friends, 

And every tie whence happineſs depends. 


Puis me donna un autre dur allarme, 
Quand il verſa de ſon ſang mainte dragme, 
Dont le grief il me vint leſſer doleur, 

Qui men penſa ofter la vie, et frayeur | 
De perdre, las! le ſeul rempar qui m arme. 
Pour luy depuis j'ai mepriſe Fhonneur, 

Ce qui nous peult ſeul pourvair de bonheur. 
Pour lu j ai hazard: grandeur et conſcience, 
Pour luy tous mes parentz j'ai quite et amis, 
Et tous autres reſpeltz ſont apart mis. | 
Brief de vous ſeul je cherche Lalliance. 


t & ) 
Sole guardian of my life, what magic charms 
Can yet enchain you, in your Mary's arms ? 
For, vain and confident, J dare divine, 
| 3 In ſpite of envy, you'll continue mine. 1 5 
1 No ſorrow ſhall our future days moleſt, 
| | No latent wiſh diſturb my peaceful breaſt; | 
| | Guided by you, in fortitude I'll riſe, 
Diefßß all dangers, and all tlireats deſpiſe. 


De vous je dis ſeul ſouſtien de ma vie, 
Tant ſeulement je cherche m'aſſurez, 
Et fi oſe de moi tant pręſumer, 

i 5 De vous gaigner magrè toute Tenvie. 

1 Car c'eſt le ſeul der de voſire chere amit 
_ = De vous ſervir, et loyaument aymer, 

| i Et tous malbeurs moins que riens imer, 
| 1 Et votre volontè de la mien ſuture : 

q Vous cognoiſtrez aveques obeyſſance, 


| CW 
In duty loyal, with a heart at caſe, 
In each amuſive * ſcience ſkill'd to pleaſe, 
Void of all artifice, I'll ſtill be true, 
And, ſcorning others, live and die for you. 


My only life, my treaſure, and my ſoul, 
When ſhall we meet, unfetter'd by controul, 
To ſpeak each ſentiment without diſguiſe, 
Propoſe new paſtimes, and new joys deviſe ? 


"| 


De wow: loyal devoir nomettant la ſcience, 

A quoi j eſtudier ay pour toufieurs vous complaire; 
Sans aymer rien que vous, ſoubz la ſubjettion, 
De qui je veux ſans nulle fiction, 

Vivre et mourir, et à ce je obtempere. 


Mon cæur, mon ſang, mon ame, et mon ſoucy, 
Las ! vous wavez promis qu'aurons ce plaifir 
De deviſer aveques vous à loyfir. 


* Queen Mary had made great progreſs in muſic. She had 
a pleaſing voice, and played on the lute to admiration. 
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Vous dirie bien qui ar gaignera. 
ils e of _ 
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For now a ſtranger to each gay delight, 
Alone I languiſh through the tedious night; - 
Your abſence fills my ſoul with every fear, 

: No bliſs is mine, while Bothwell is not here. | 


Not ſceing you, 1 've ventur'd to compoſe 
Theſe ſtrains, expreſſive of my tender woes. 
Nor know I whether you'll condemn or praiſe 
The well-meant tribute of my feeble lays. 

But well I know, and ſoon ev'n you will prove, 
Who moſt ſhall profit, and who beſt can love. | 


- 


Wh OT. \ To, LD | 
Toute Ia nuict, ou je languis icy, 
Ayant le caur d extreme Paour tranſy, 


Pour voir abſent le but de mon desir. 


Ne vous voyant ſelon q'avez promis, 
Je ay mis la main au papier pous ęſcrire, 
De un different que je voulu tranſcrire. 
Je ne ſcay pas quel ſera votre advis, 
Mais je ſcay bien qui mitux aymer ſcaura, 


=- / — 


FINIS. 


